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higher and higher until she caught sight of herself
in the mirror and her laughter ceased abruptly.
She looked at herself, pressing her fingers against
her mouth to stop it shaking. How ghastly she
looked in that yellow dress, the smears of rouge
on her cheeks, her hair fallen sideways, her work-
ing mouth. As she had begun to laugh, now she
began to cry, more and more loudly, until she
hardly knew what she was crying for,
Had she swallowed the ice? Her stomach was
rising. It was not the ice, something hot and sour-
tasting rose in her mouth.
"Auntee!" she screamed, 4Tm going to be sick/9
"Run,  run," cried auntie.  "Oh3 not on the
carpet, Rosa/'